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THORDAU VISITS FLY.iOUTH 
by Ellen watson 
(we are fortuate to be able to present this 

itherto unpublished paper by the daughter of THo- 
reau's good friend and fellow-Harverdian, 3.¢.Wat- 
son, The paper came to us from “iss Julia -redford 
iolmes of Whitman, Mass., tnirough our member Arthur 
7,Colie, The story is authenticated in a footnote on 
Fage 3501 of the 1906 edition of Thoreau's FAMILIAR 
I=TTERS.--The Editor) 


when Thoreau was &@ young man, he visited riy- 
mouth and Duxbury, and as enthusiastic pedestrians 
never tire of walking, he attempted to continue 
nis stroll around Captain's Hill to the north shore 
of Clark's Island, When the tide is at its lowest 
ebb, tnis does not look so impossible! The sand 
flets even invite one to pace their shining sur- 
face! The channel looks narrow enough to be jumped 
across, and the three miles, which at high tide are 
a foaming sea, or a level blue sheet of water, look 
but a short stretch to traverse, 

Mr, Thoreau gauged everything by his beloved 
Soncord River--there an island could be waded to; 
here was evidently an island--let us wade over 
there! But there are islands and islands, chan- 
nels and channels! And a rising tide on a fiat in 
slyaouth Harbour is a swift river, full of danger. 

Fortunately for our Concord guest, a suall 
fishing boat was at hand just at the nick of time 
to save him for his task of writing many volumes 
for the future joy of all lovers of nature! The 
skipper landed him at the North End--the back door 
of the island, so to speak, and there he was 
greeted by the “lord of the isle," known to all his 
friends as "Uncle Ed," Edward Winslow watson, and a 
worthy representative of the rilgrims who spent 
their first Sunday on this island. 

Sluff and hearty was his welcome, and his 
first question was, “where d'ye hail from?" Mr, 
Thoreau, fresh from the rescue, must have been 
breathless from climbing the cliff and overcome 
with the mighty clap on his slender back that wel- 
comed his answer, "From Concord, Sir, my name is 
Thoreau," with "You don't say so: I've read some- 
where in one of your books that you ‘lost a hound, 
a horse, and a dove.' Now what do you mean by it?" 

Mr. Thoreau looked up with shy, dark blue 
eyes, as someone said he looked like a wild wood- 
chuck ready to run back to his hole, and he was 
very rucdy of complexion, with reddish brown hair 
end wore a green coat--he looked up then in shy 
astonishnent at this breezy, broad-shouldered, 
white-haired sea farmer, reader of his books, “well, 
Sir, I suppose we have all had our losses." "That's 
a pretty way to answer a fellow," replied the un- 
satisfied student of a fellow-poet and lover of 
nature, 

ir, Thoreau meekly followed him to the hospit- 
able "Old House" where so many Concord philosophers 
have eaten the asparagus, turnips, clams and lob- 
sters that are better there than in any other din- 
ing-room, even in: New England where those fruite of 
the sea and the soil are always good. 

After he had borne patiently the well-deserved 
reproofs for his great rashnees--"Where would you 


have been Mow, if Som Surgess hadn't happened to 
get belated hauling in his lovster pots, id like 

to know, eh?’"--tnue talx turned to tales of Norsemen, 
of acventure by sea and land--the wood fire was 
blazing to cry the wet and weary traveler; the 

lamps were livhted; and from the depths of the big 
old-fashioned arm chair rose and fell the long 

arms of the teller of tales, sixcited by his ever- 
increasing audience, who peered in at the open win- 
Gows end sto:.ed to listen until all the island 
flocked to hear what “that wan that thought he 
could wade across from Duxbury" had to say for } 
Self, and eg ed on my Uncle Ed's questions and un 
reserved criticism, he talkec far into the night, 

a night never to be forgotten by those who were 
there to see and to hear, 

The Watson boys, four in number, tall, stal- 
wart followers of the sea, and all handsome, fresh 
and ready listeners, sat around in fascinated si- 
lence, their blue eyes getting bigger and bigger as 
ur. Thoreau liaunched out into tales of ancient sea 
adventures of the times of the Vikings and of his 
own French ancestors, 

"he shy woodchuck, under the ins,iration of 
such an audience, forgot how far he was from his 
hole, so to speak, and held them by his eloquence, 
breathless and spellbound, 

And he returned by high tide, having gained, 
let us hove, a greater respect for Flymouth Har- 
bour, with its ebo and flow of mighty waters,--as 
his hearers had gained an insight into a wider 
world of travel and adventure, 








“Could you tell us which path Thoreau used to take?” 
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BURROUGHS AND THOREAU 
by Julian Burroughs 


(in the Spring of 1946, Julian surroughs, son 
“ tne late fausc naturalist, John Surroughs, de- 
livered @ lecture at the Awerican Museum of Natur« 
al history in New York City. Hearing so many good 
reports of it, we have asked Mr. burroughs for 
periission to reprint it in digest version here. 
Since the lecture was originally written to ac- 
company a series of 24 slides, we have rather 
strenuously edited the text and we hope both read- 
ers and author will forgive us our editorial work.) 


Hearing much of Thoreau on the one hundredth 
anniversary of his; going to waiden, I was set to 
rereading not o all of his nature books, but 
biographiss and criticisms of his ‘work as well. 
Out of this suddenly came the feeling that Thoreau, 
and in a much lesser degree Father both revolted 
against what we call materialiem: both determined 
to be free to follow the call of nature and of 
— free as it is possible for a human 

°o . 

From Thoreau's stay tn his cabin in the woods 
beside Walden Pond came his book of essays, telling 
of his way of living there, his observations of 
nature, as well as of his economics and philososhy. 
Father apparently first read WALDEN in 1897, Tht 
must be the date; for I well remember, 25 a smail 
boy, how Father conducted a series of experiments 
after reading Thoreau's statement of his experience 
with a rainbow, 

In 1918 Father must have reread %ALTEN, peceuse 
he wrote on the back flyleaf--"Hie (Thoreau's) 
trick is to belittle everything the world thought 
important, and to cry up everything the world has 
thought unimportant. That amused ne grestly: 
Tether pencilling that after rereading WwALLEN, 
Though it is a sweeping statement, and only pert 
of the truth, it is both exactly true as far as 
it goes and is characteristic of Thoreau's mind-- 
his mind of poetic imagination, phantasy, and love 
of nature combined with inconsistency anc unyield- 
ing contrariness, 

Channing said thet Thoreau realiy lived at 
home, he only bivouaced at Walden, Be thet as it 
may, what he did was imfeec slight, compcred to 
whet many others heve done in living alone in the 
wilcs, in the mountains, or desert, or on the 
seven seas, The point that I wish to emphasize 
i. that Thoreau mace greet litereture of his iife 
at Walden, As Fether expressed it, "Thoreau's 
work lives and will continue to live, The books 
which he gave to the worlc heve many, and very 
hivh iiterary and ethical vaiues, "Ile drew a gos- 
pel out of the wild, He broucht messages from the 
wood gocs to men, He made a iovely pond a foun- 
tein of the purest anc moet eleveted thought." 

A century aso it sas that Thoreau built at 
welden, Kaif a scanner ago Father ouilt his cabin 
in the woods, giving it 2 name sugested by a 
friend--Slabsides, I am safe in saying that Father 
wes not influenced in any way by Thoreeau's example 
--unlike Thoreau, he Gid not wish to open trade 
with the Celestisl1 impire., He called his going to 
the woods not a retreat but a withdrawal. He said 
ne was hunsry for the private and humble, the cir- 
cumseribed, the shut in; he was pining for a nook 
to sit down in, for a place wholly his own where 
he couid entertain his friends, He had grown 
tired of aiverby anc the vineyards. He wanted to 
nG.d Am@ca Cicar up the muck swamp to raise celery; 
m=ny réacons, reasons within ressons, or no reason 
at ¢il, ne said himself, 

when Father was a youn; man, he had been 
sixened to Thoreau, a likeness née hastened to deny, 
"There is litile or no resemblance between us," he 
wrote, "Tnaoreau's aim is meiniy ethical, as much 
sO as Emerson's; my aim, as far «8s I have any--is 
entirely artistic. He said he csrec nothin, for 
the ethical, thet he woula not preach one word, 

"I paint the biré or trout or scene for its own 
sake, truthfully anyhow, picturesquely if I can." 
oth Thoreru + :d Father were ereatly influ- 





enced by Emerson, and it was to Emerson, not Thoreau 
thet Father owed so much. As a young man in school 
Father fell comeletely uncer the spell end influ- 
ence of Emerson, He did not read Thoreau until his 
style and course in life were fixed, ‘hen he was 
an old men, he wrote, “I was thinking this morning 
of Thoreau's way of writing, and what a mistake I 
had made in not heeding it. I'm afraid to give 

the mind a jolt, which is a mistake, Thorcau 
doesn't care how many jolts: he gives, the more the 
better. They give zest to the page." 

So he not only admits he did not heed Thoreau 
put wheat a mistake, I'll add, for him to have tried 
to do so! “There is but one Thoreau," he wrote, 
"and we should devoutly thank the gods of New ing- 
land for the precious gift. I wish I had a little 
of the Thoreau quality--thet high moral and high 
stoical tone that I haven't got that makes his work 
nearer the classical standards." 

Since Thoreau's life work was finished when 
Father's had just begun, all his books were on the 
shelf for Father to read, enjoy, and criticise, 

Yet his criticisms were always kindly, tolerant, 
good-netured and just--not harsh or unfair as some 
were--James Russell Lowell's, for instance, There 
is plenty in Thoreau to criticise, though as Father 
said, his merits as a man and a writer so far out- 
weigh his defects and errors that they do not 
trouble us. : 

How utterly different the two men were, When 
Thoreau visited New York City in 1843, he seid he 
found the pigs in the streets the most respectable 
part of the population, and as for the society of 
young women, he found it the most unprofitable 
thing he did, To Slebsides came crowds of youn, . 
women and girls, from schools anda colleses, includ- 
ing the wake Robin Club of Vassar--alweys joyfully 
receivec and welcomed, Father was never happier 
than he was when leading them to the Shotoca, or 
the falls of 2lack Creek, or through the woods and 
fields, 

We must elso consider that Thoreau was put 
twenty-eight when he built Walden: unknown except 
ty his circle of friends, criticised by his neigh- 
bors --even Hawthorne spoke in sarcasm of the “beau- 
ty of his conspicuous solitude," Father was on the 
othyr hand, fifty-eight when he withdrew to the 
woods, to tne peace snd sweetness of Slabsides, he 
seid, widely known, with hosts of friends and fol- 
lowers, 

From his two years at Waicen, Thoreau wrote a 
long series of essays; from his may years at Slab- 
sices Father wrote briefly one, "wild Life about 
My Cabin." Thoreau's favorite season was winter, 
Father's was spring, Father taught school for 
years, Thoreau gave up his school almost at once 
because he said that since he taught, not for the 
good of his feliow man, out for a livelinood—it 
was @ failure, Any work done for materiel ends, 
he said was a mistake, ano any money so earned nas 
tainted. 

Father was a great admirer of Thoresu, plec- 
ing him in his affections next to Emerson anc Whit- 
man; further, in one of his very last essays, in 
THE LAST HARVEST, he penned the most beautiful 
tribute to Thoreau and his life and works that I 
have ever read anywhere, 

A LETTER FROK ENGLAND 
by John Davies 
(The following are excerots from a letter 
from one of our two English members, It is in part 
a reply to ir. Herpert Faulkner West's lecture re- 
ported in our last bulletin.--The Editor) 
I first became acauainted with the neme and 
the works of Thoreau nearly fifty years s<o, wnen, 
as I was 2501t to board a steamer at the Liverpool 
landin;; stage to carry me for my annual holiday, a 
schoolboy friend handed me a covy of ‘ALLEN which 


he had picxed up at @ second-hand bookstall in 
Liverpool, thinking, as he explained, that though 
he did not know the author or the book, it aight 
help me pass a lonely holiday, 

Well, Thoreau has helped me pass many holidays, 
not however, lonely holicays, for I couldn't feel 








lonely with a book of Thoreau's in 
though it often makes solitude Sides.” 

The clear implications of Thoreau's observa- 
tions on the habits of life are inescapable and I 
wer og up flesh eating. 

s . West states, Thoreau is highly estee 
as a writer in England, by the Banca | pone. 
of estimating writers of English, though, I am.sor- 
ry to say, he is not widely read here, An opinion 
often expressed to me by my old friend the late 
Henry S. Salt, was that Thoreau's reputation among 
writers woulc steadily grow throughout the years 

I was very interested to read in the bulletin 
or the broadcast discussion by T.V.Saith and others 
of WALDEN, I tremble for the constitution of your. 
United States should Thoreau become anything like 
popularly uncerstood, 

Regarding Dr. west's lecture, I cann 
that Thoreau, who had so little use for — po 
way, and, as ne said, "“wouldn't* go round the cor- 
ner to see the world blown up," would be much im- 
pressed by such modern inconveniences as aeroplanes 
automobiles or atomic energy. And as for beliefs , 
in a personal God, moral values, eternal vereties 
éc., I doubt whether Thoreau, so unusually alert ; 
and alive,would concern himself with such vague 
substitutes for thinking. 


* & ® * 
HUDSOX AND THOREAU 


At the Thoreau Centenary Meeti 
ton Hall, London, July 12, 1917, aye aos 
as io +2 to attend the meeting; among 
rom W.H.Hudson 
Stue. we ae » the novelist and nature 
I am sorry not to be able to attend 
ing, as I should have liked to hear Senmrerion” 
that will be said on such an occasion about that 
little-known and unhuman sort of person--Thoreau 
He says that he searched in all literature for F 
tnat quality of wildness so dear to him, and 
failec to find it, In like manner, I have fail- 
oe to find, in all the books and articles on 
Thoreau which I have read, a satisfying and ade- 
quate statenent or exposition of the man and his 
~~ in + ye world of mind and spirit, 
T ason of my failure, it mi 
that I have put him too iiabs-<thalt ae enteaahoan 
has spoilt my judgement. It may be 80; we are 
always Making mistakes; nevertheless, I will 
stick to my belief that when his bicentenary 
comes round and is celebrated by our descendents 
in some Caxton Hall of the future; when our lit- 
tle n.L.Stevensons are forgotten, with all tiose 
who anatomized Thoreau in order to trace his af- 
finities and give him his true classifications-- 
now as a Gilbert White, now a lesser Ralph wal- 
do Emerson, now 2 Richard Jeffries, now a some- 
body else--he will be regarded as simply hin- 
self, as Thoreau, one without master or mate, who 
was ready to follow his own genius withersoever 
it might “lead him, even to insanity, and who was 
in the foremost ranks of the prophets. 
--from THE HUMANITARIAN 


WeISS ON THOREAU 


(The following is a portion of "Poem Read at 
the Annual Dinner of the Class of Eighteen Hundred 
and Thirty-Seven" by Thoreau's friend and classmate 
John Weiss, The entire poem was published in a 
tiny and ephemeral pamphlet of eighteen pages by 
the Deland printers in Boston in 1874.--Ed.) 


THOREAU, prone on the earth he loved 80 well, 
Hie ear close to the secrets he would tell, 

His heart more deeply in the woodland lost, 

His boat by wider Walden ripples tost; 

His soul in Godhead sunk, in Godhead found, 
Kosmos his Concord, and the stars no bound. 
Where'er he wanders with detective sight, 

He puts the essence of each sign in light. 
Nature her lover has not lost; the heart 

Of oaks is he; all creatures with him start. 
The squirrel drops his nut, the bird his leaf, 
The river sings along its shallow reef, 

To celebrate a comrade thus regain'd; 

All things rejoice, since death had only feign'd. 
That non-compliance, that frugality, 

That scorn of hankering, that chastity, 

That rage to find some truths to keep him just, 
That ignorance of creeds, that sacred trust 
Which made our sects seem nought but jealousies 
Of man and God, suspicions of what is; 

This pith of ethics, this economy 

That kept his house, and set his spirit free,-- 
All this--THOREAU--no more is vex'd by lies, 

No longer held to bail by Compromise, 

The friendly woods, the stillness that caress'd, 
The muteness that its love to him express 'd, 
The living creatures that espoused his cause, 
And paid his poverty unbrib'd applause ,-- 

His whole resource of Nature, sacrament 

Of some Religion ere there was intent 

To fashion man,--this essence of mankind, 

Our THOREAU lost, somewhere again to find. 

He needed not to make his peace with God 

Who never quarrell'd with Him, Let the sod 
Above this sturdy love be seemly kept. 

By elements and creatures whose adept 

Was he; the dew's unstudied tears each blade 
Into his epitaph convert; the shade 

Of evergreens recall his brooding hours, 
Rehearse his flavor all the common flowers; 
The winter drift describe his clear-cold style, 
Whose feathering edges the strict breezes file; 
The heat of June immerse the land, the sea, 
Prolong the ardor of his fantasy 

That quickened Nature to her deepest germ, 
Soared in her eagle, burrow'd in her worm; 
New-England pine its tawny needles shed, 

And cones pack'd tight as he with seeds that bred. 
The sparrows rob his grave to make a nest 
where artless phrase like his may hatoh the best; 
All things forget their shyness and confide, 
Repaying us their debt to him who died. 


ae - * 
“ 
By some instinct I knew from the first page 


of WALDEN that here was my meat. Here was a clean 


new world of tonic air and diamond clarity, Here 


August, 1917. was & man who thought for himself and whose ideas 


* * * curiously 
~ coincided with my own I,too, wanted 
. t 
haat The current (October 2) issue of ADEMOISELLE live in ultimate simplicity, and by solitary _ 
ing. S¢"a new Sonty toe thoreanchoes of tnereonseed  Femmane what I really wanted vas Yo te lazy sot) 
bm . fe) oncord af on Migs 
Antiquarian Society. “And theve, in the ahést of sgt gp Reg but at the time it seemed to me 
Gaia & Gekisincs Geek suet Ok aaa” "So I dallied in ae deen Geen a 
215. Oh, shades of Walden a" coat--price a few hundred pounds and seek the senetenne af tae 
” Mrs, Rddie W. Wilson, in her new treatise, THE wilderness, To me Thoreau was like a spring cush 
GOURD I} FOLé LITEAATURE, quotes Thoreau on Indi of joy and sunshine, He meant escape eeii-oror S- 
gourds, an sion, freedom, And I have never gotten over tuis 
Joseph wood Krutch has Seiéueeh ton idea of escape, Little islands tem:t me, and the 
of a new biography of Thore : manuscript nearts of cities offer me aloneness. AS far cs I 
See hee cerepny of Thoreau to Henry Holt for its Jecently could I have isolated ay life, tryinc tc 
iusdtiitne to Gesee b series, achieve spiritual integrity For I hold that it 
phy of John P yr age 8 recent fiction bi- is not what we make with our hanés and rains thet 
carried Thoreau's worka »~THE AMERICAN, Altgeld matters, but what we make with surselves. . . " 
with hém on hfs wanderings --~Rebeyt Service im PLOUGH MAW OF THE ‘MOON. 


threush the rtrys;deé 
counrtrysidein his youth. New Yer : Doda, Neat, 1945, P.102-3. 











A radio program entitled "Suspense," broadcast 
over WCBS at 8 p.m. on Aug. 7, 1947, told the tale 
of a bank clerk who, having read that “most men lead 
lives of quiet desperation," commits murder to se- 
cure money to break the unbearable routine of his life. 


ADDITIONS TO THE THOREAU BIBLIOGRAPHY 


Babcock, Franklin L, "Thoreau's House " NEW YORK 
HERALD TRIBUNE, Sept. 4, 1947. Letter to the 
editor correcting errors in the Leviero article 
listed below, 

Ballou, Adin, “Cape Cod Carpet." NEW YORK HERALD 
TRIBUNE, October 7, 1947, Another “After read- 
ing Thoreau" sonnet, 

Booth, Edward Townsend. "Concord Alluvial” in GOD 
MADE THE COUNTRY, New York: Knopf, 1946. Pp.186- 
— On Thoreau and his friends as agricultur- 

sts. 

BOSTON HERALD, “Thoreau's Cabin Site Marked with 
Granite at Walden Pond." July 13, 1947. Ac- 
count of the annual meeting, with photograph of 
the dedication ceremonies, 

Burnham, Philip E. & Collins, Carvel. "Contribu- 
tion to a Bibliography of Thoreau, 1938-1945-- 
Part II." BULLETIN OF BIBLIOGRAPHY, XIX (Jan.- 
Apr., 1947, 37-39. Concluding part of this ex- 
cellent checklist bringing the Wade and White 
bibliographies up-to-date, 

Byron, Gilbert. A letter to Henry Thoreau. SAT- 
URDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE. Aug. 30, 1947. On 
the difficulties of living the Thoreauvian life 


“Where Thoreau's 
zg 1947. More in- 
Outfit for an Ex- 


today, 

CAPE CODDER (Orleans, Mass.). 
Writing Was Found.” Sept. 4 
formation on the source for 
cursion" listed below. 

Carberg, Warren, "Thoreau Fame Still Expands." 
BOSTON POST, July 27, 1947. A long essay on 
Thoreau's present-day influence. 

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR. “Site of Thoreau's Cabin 
at Walden To Be Marked by Granite Shaft July 12." 
July 7, 1947. Announcement of annual meeti 

Davies, John, “Thoreau and the Ethics of Food. 
VEGETARIAN MESSENGER, XLIV (Feb., 1947), 40-41. 

A British article on Thoreau as a vegetarian, 

Fincher, R.H, Letter to the editor. LIFE MAGAZINE 
October 13, 1947. Commentary on the Teale article 
listed below, 

Friedell, Egon. CULTURAL HISTORY OF THE MODERN AGE, 
New York: Knopf, 1932. On Thoreau's importance 
in Western culture--Vol. III, pp. 213-215. 

H.,C.C. “Walden Centenary." NEW YORK SUN. Sept. 
6, 1947. Letter to editor giving a lengthy ac- 
count of Thoreau's leaving Walden Pond, 

Hoagland, Clayton. "Thoreau's Cove, Walden Pond." 
in THE PLEASURES OF SKETCHING OUTDOORS. New York: 
Viking, 1947. A drawing, p. 146. 

Jones, Paul, "Thoreau Anniverary."” NEW YORK HERALD 
TRIBUNE, Sept. 6, 1947. A letter to the editor 
on Thoreau's leaving Walden Pond, 

Leary, Lewis, ARTICLES ON AMERICAN LITERATURE AP- 
PEARING IN CURRENT PERIODICALS: 1920-1945. Dur- 
ham: Duke Univ, Press, 1947, 337pp. $3.75. An 
excellent bibliography of all recent magazine 
articles on American literature, There are five 
pages of items listed on Thoreau (pp. 110-115). 

We have had this volume on our desk but a few 
weeks, but so useful is it that our copy is al- 
ready beginning to show wear and tear. we feel 
it is indispensable to-anyone studying American 
literature, 

Leviero, Harry P, “Walden Pond Preserves Site Tho- 
reau Used as a Sanctuary." NEW YORK HERALD TRIB- 
UNE. Aug. 31, 1947. A brief article for the 
tourist trade. Filled with inaccuracies, 

Longstreth, Morris. HIDEOUT. New York: Macmillan, 
1947. 233pp. $2.50. Mr. Longstreth has written 
another novel of Concord in the days of Thoreau, 
It is a novel for young people and we think it 
will both interest and instruct them, We shall 
not attempt to summarize its plot which concerns, 
in part, the bringing of the railroad to Concord, 
But the Thoreau student will be much interested 
in the lengthy portraits of Henry and John Tho- 
reau given in its pages. The Thoreau brothers 


Mordell 
DAY RE 


Robbins, Roland wW. 
Teale, Edwin Way. 


Thoreau, Henry David. 


tria): Amandus, 1947. 40pp. 


Years Ago." 


(Orleans, Mass.). 





are prominent characters throughout the book and 
Mr. Longstreth succeeds in making them living 


eharacters., The student may be disturbed that 
the author has taken liberties with such events 
as Henry's burning of the Concord woodlots., Sut 
he has turned the liberties (if such they are) 
to good use and, I think, leads his young reader 
to a better understandi of Thoreau--which, to 
your reviewer's mind at least, is worth the sac- 
rifice, We think that your son or daughter 
would be much pleased to find the volume in his 
stocking on Christmas morning and he might, as 


a result, please you in turn by then asking to 
look at WALDEN, 
Macone, John C., Jr. Letter to editor. LIFE MAG- 


AZINE. October 13, 1947. Another commentary on 


the Teale article, 

MoFeely, Otto, "Gandhi's New England Ideas." TIME 
MAGAZINE, July 21, 1947. A letter to the edi- 
tor on Thoreau's influence on Gandhi. 

Albert. "Roosevelt and Thoreau." 

VIEW OF LITERATURE. Sept. 13, ‘ 

letter to the editor on the source of F.D.'s 

“nothing to fear but fear." 

DISCOVERY AT WALDEN. Kane, H. 

BOSTON POST. Aug. 17, 1947. 

"Thoreau's Walden." LIFE MAGA- 


ZINE, Sept. 22, 1947. A beautiful photographic 
essay on the pond in autumn, pp, 70-73. 
"Civil Disobedience." in 
Commins, Saxe & Linscott, Robert N., Eds, THE 
WORLD'S GREAT THINKERS: MAN AND THE STATE: THE 
POLITICAL PHILOSOPHERS. New York: Random House, 
1947. Pp.295-320. Thoreau's essay (with a brief 
introduction) along with an excellent collection 
of the world's most important political documents. 
EINFACHHEIT UND HOHERE GESETZE. wein (Aus- 
A translation into 
German of the "Where I Lived, and What I Lived 
For" and "Higher Laws" chapters of WALDEN, with 
an epilogue by Augusta V. 5ronner. 
"The Good Old Days or Housing a Hundred 
SMITHSOKIAN INSTITUTION EMPLOYEES 
FEDERAL CREDIT UNION. Letter No. 138. Aug. l, 
1947. A quotation from wALDEN on the cost of 
building the hut, 
"Outfit for an Excursion." CAPE-CODDER 
Aug. 21, 1947. Supposedly an 
unpublished piece of Thoreau's writing discovered 
in an old notebook in Eastham, Mass. It is ac- 
tually but a copy of part of the appendix to THE 
MAINE WOODS. 
"Why I Went to the Woods." 


SATUR- 
A 


B. Review, 


in Woods, Ralph 


L., Ed. A THEASURY OF THE FAMILIAR. New York: 
Macmillan, 1942. Pp.361-367. An excerpt from 
WALDEN. 


* 6 . * 

THE THOREAU SOCIETY BULLETIN is published 
quarterly and distributed to ail members of the 
society. Membership in the society is o,en to all 
who are interested in the life and writings of Hen- 
ry David Thoreau. Dues are one dollar a year or 
twenty-five dollars life membership, payable to 
the secretary-treasurer, 

Extra copies of the current issue of the bul- 
letin may be obtained from the secretary at ten 
cents apiece; back copies, so jong as the supply 
laste, at twenty-five cents each, 

Officers of the society are Raymond Adams, 
Chapel Hill, N.C., president; Mrs. Caleb Wheeler, 
Virginia Road, Concord, Mass,, vice-president; and 
Walter Harding, 76 Murray Place, Princeton, N.J., 
secretary-treasurer,. 

All material in the bulletin, unless otherwise 
signed, has been compiled by the secretary. All 
communications concerning the society or the bul- 
letin should be sent to the secretary at the above 
address, or 

Walter Harding 
English Department 
Rutgers University 
New Brunswick, N.J, 











